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so consoling, or to make men accept the sudden disenchantment
of an awakening in the deaf and blind dominance of Matter.
The unknown laughed and slapped his thigh with the flat of
his hand. But what I most remember is the sudden gloom with
which he answered:
* "It's easy enough to see how evil is the power concealed in
the formularies of our ancient foe. Ah! my poor friend, it is
not for nothing that she brought you up upon her knee, that
she swaddled you, dandled you, nourished you. You have
amassed in laboured articles reasons for not believing: but you,
yourself, are unconvinced by them. The tinkle of an angelus
bell, the sound of a chant, these things have more power over
your heart than any reasoning has over your mind. . . . The
guilty son may invent reasons for hating the mother he has
abandoned: that does not alter the fact that she is still his
mother. Even though she has cursed him, he cannot live in
separation from her."
*I could see in the lamp-light the sweat upon my father's head.
Like a sleepwalker he rose to his feet and opened the door.
"Go away!" he said, "go away!" while the visitor offered
clumsy apologies. To these my father made no answer, but
pushed the offender before him to the staircase. Then I
heard him shoot the bolt of the front-door. The incident was
so quickly over that he was back at his table before I had had
time to take refuge on the balcony. He sat there very stiff and
straight, and so motionless that I was frightened. The lamp
revealed only his two unmoving hands, the lower part of his
face, and the lips which were not still, though no words came
from them. That brief space of time is still for me a living
reality. I vividly remember the whole scene. From the maw of
the Metro-station a last black mouthful was spewed on to the
pavement: in the seven dining-rooms of a new block, seven